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Roederer ? Immortality was rather cheap at
that price. It wasn't even a truism. On the
contrary, most untrue, positively misleading.
It remained for him to get into bed; yet he
had done a great deal Getting into this inn
for one thing.

Put not your trust in Roederer,
Of truth he is the murderer,
So what could be absurderer ?

He broke off and washed thoroughly, but
with great haste. He had undressed as far
as his shirt before he realized the inconveni-
ence of having no pyjamas. He slid naked
between the sheets as into an ice-cold bath.
He had never felt so utterly naked before- It
would keep him awake. No harm in that;
he had plenty to think about. Plenty.

Before he had got the first problem on to
the blackboard, Mr. Boston had fallen asleep,
with his candle still burning.